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From my It was large and made of sweet briar with a bunch of
Diary, eglantine roses at the stem, but I never saw it. I do not
May 20th, Sllppose that there were ever collected in one place so
many lovely flowers, or with such moving inscriptions
written upon them as we saw that day.

" When we went into the Chapel I was interested to see
how many times the pew-openers would change their
victims' places. The Opposition, the Queen's Pages, the
Knights of the Garter, and their foreign equivalents were
ruthlessly shoved about, while every new pew-opener of
greater prestige than the last rolled and unrolled his list
till the seating became a mosaic of indecision and confusion.
Luckily, Henry, as the King's chief male, and the Duchess
of Buccleuch as his chief female servant, occupied the best
seats in the choir, and I was placed next to him,

" Gazing opposite at the Corps Diplomatique I
caught a friendly recognition from Countess Benckendorff,*
but the long musicless wait had a stupefying effect, and
what with short nights and an excess of emotion I fell
into a deep, short and unobserved sleep.

" I was awakened by the music of the massed bands
playing Chopin's Funeral March in the street. The choir
came up the aisle followed by the Bishops and Archbishop,
and stood upon the altar steps.

" The King walking with Queen Alexandra followed
the coffin closely. At some distance behind them came
the Dowager Czarina, the Duke of Connaught and the
Kaiser; and these were followed by the other seven
Kings. A prie-dieu was placed behind the Coffin for the
Queen, and when she took her place in front of it the King
and the others all fell back and she was left standing
erect and alone.

" When the Coffin was lowered, and slowly disappearing
into the ground she knelt suddenly down and covered her
face with both her hands.

" That single mourning figure, kneeling under the

* The wife of our late Russian Ambassador.